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The Liberal West 

The Prohibitionists of Washington 
and Oregon seem to be liberal sorts of 
cusses. After January 1, each citizen 
of these States will be permitted to buy 
thirty-six bottles of beer and two quarts 
of whiskey every four weeks. 

Doubtless there are many thousands 
of good old-fashioned Oregonians who 
now struggle through the month on 
thirty bottles of beer and one quart of 
whiskey, but when the law expressly 
prescribes the limit of consumption in 
the Northwest, are these thirsty souls 
to limit their indulgence by any rule of 
reason? Not they! After the first of 
the year we may confidently expect to 
see the consumption of alcohol double 
in these States. Men who never bought 
a quart of whiskey in their lives will 
purchase their legal allowance now, sim- 
ply because the law says they may have 
so much and no more. 

As soon as this law is in operation, 
the white ribboners plan to introduce 
legislation permitting the citizens of 
these sovereign States to have two lamb 
chops on Mondays and Thursdays, 
seven ounces of steak on Wednesdays, 
one five-pound salmon on Iriday and 
twenty-one ounces of corned beef and 
cabbage on Saturday. It is thought 
that the Sunday nourishment will be 
left to the discretion of the head of each 
household. 


A movement to regulate the size of 
collars each citizen must wear is await- 
ing the outcome of the foregoing more 
important legislation. 


Among the harmless unfortunates 
whom the visitor saw at the asylum was 
a pleasant-faced man eternally scrib- 
bling in a note-book. 

“ Oh, yes; his case is quite hopeless,” 
remarked the superintendent, “ and yet 
he earns over a hundred dollars a 
week.” ; 

“Earns it!” repeated the visitor, 
‘vou astound me! How?” 

“He inverits all the new parlor 
games for evening parties.” 


“ De chile done gone an’ swallered ’r 
bottle ’r ink,” the colored mother ex- 
plained to the youthful doctor. 

“So?” said the newly graduated 
physician. ‘“ Ink—just plain ordinary 
ink?” 

“ Yassuh.” 

“Humph! That is easy. Oxalic acid 
will remove ink immediately. I'll write 
you a prescription for it.” 


The eyes are the windows of the soul, 
but sometimes it’s only the stomach that 
looks out through them. 



















story home. 





11 years old and so thin and so tired 
and so much work and so little to 
eat—no wonder the poor child lost 
heart when they took from her that last com- 
fort—the old copy of Grimm’s Fairy Tales. 
But she knew the stories by heart; so when this 
rider came to the rescue she recognized him at 
once as the Fairy Prince. 

It is a wonderful story, full of surprises, full 
of the charm and the love that has made this 
country a slave to 


O. HENRY 


With swift sure strokes he drives his 
Never a word is wasted. 


From the first word the interest starts, 
and you are carried on in the sure 
magic of his vivid sentences to a sharp, 


unexpected climax. 


©. Henry has come to permeate 
American life. Wherever you go 

-whatever you read—you meet 
©. Henry. In the news stories 
from the war, there are intimate 
references to O. Henry—at social 
gatherings—at hunt meets—on 
the road—everywhere everybody 
knows O. Henry and refers lov- 
ingly to his people and his stories. 

The founder of a new litera- 
ture—No wonder the sale goes up 
and up—higher and higher each 
day. Long ago he reached be- 
yond the world’s record for short 
stories. 1,200,000 already in the 
United States. How many in 
France and England—Germany 
—Africa—Asia and Australia— 
we cannot tell. Wonderful 
stories he tells—to be sure—but 


they are more vivid than stories 
—bits of life—standing out sharp 
and clean cut from his pages. As 
the years go by our wonder grows 
greater -as the years go by his 
fame grows greater. Always 
healthy in their influence—al- 
ways facing truth when truth has 
to be told—a bracer to the heart 
and mind—while the tears and 
laughter struggle together and 
neither wins. Don’t get him to 
read him once—you'll read him 
a hundred times—and find him 
each time as fresh and unexpected 
as at the first. He puts his finger 
on the pulse strings of your heart 
and plays on them to your de- 
light and your surprise—for that 
is the mystery of O. Henry—his 
power beyond understanding. 


Ki li Gi A 

And besides, to get your prompt action we give you, without charge, 
Kipling in six volumes -179 stories—the greatest he ever wrote—the 
red, red stories of fight and the keen blue stories of peace. 

M Send the books back—the whole 18— 
Send No oney if they're not the biggest, the best you/ 
ever saw or read. Betterthan moving pictures—for these are 
permanent, rea! moving pictures of life. Better than classics, / 
for these are the living stories of today, from Mandalay on 


China Bay to 34th Street and Broadway, and from Picca- 


dilly to the Mexican border ranch. Send the coupon ols 
before it is too late. Get both sets shipped at once, / REVIEW 
all charges prepaid on approval. 25c a week pays for o 

©. Henry. The Kipling is given away. Send the / REVIEWS 
coupon and put the 18 books on your library 30 Irving Place 
shelves and the new joy in your heart. New York 





Stories 
2 Long Novels 
O. HENRY 


12 volumes bound in 
green silk cloth and 
gold, Gold tops; illus. 


trated; 274 complete 

stories; one lony novel. N EW 
KIPLING ~ YORK 

6 volumes. 179 Stories 

and poems; one long 

nove; rec silk cloth; 

yold tops. 
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REVIEW OF 
REVIEWS CO. 


30 Irving Place 


Send me on approev- 
al, charges paid by 


Don’t wait till tomorrow and be / you, O.Henry’s works 
Coupon today 


in 12 volumes, gold tops. 

Also the 6 volume eet of 

Kipling bound in cloth. If 

I keep the books, I will remit 

$1 per month for 15 months 

for the O. Henry set only and 

retain the Kipling set without 

charge. Otherwise I will, within 

ten days, return both sets at your 
expense, 


O. Henry costs one a few cents more & Yor 
ume and has prove a 
this luxurious binding change above 


month for 13 months. 
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GREAT TRIAL 
OFFER ! 


Your Chance to Learn about 
California, its Great Fairs, 
its Business, Housekeeping, 
Sports, etc. Send 


25c.—Coin or Stamps—3 Mos. 
Regular Rate $1.50 a Year 


Send it Nowto 


The Out West Magazine 


Los Angeles, California 











===. YOU LIKE TO GO 
Hunting 
Fishing 










Then oupely yen you A, enjoy the 
National —— an agazine 
with its 160 illustrated pages, full 
to overflowing with interesting 
stories and valuable information about 


for 6c. a copy or $1.00 for —F 
year with watch fob. 


Mail us 25c. in stamps 
or coin for a _ three 

months’ trial sub- 
scription to the 
National Sports- 
man and we will 
send you 


FREE of Charge 


one of our hand- 
some Ormulo 
Gold watch fobs 

as here shown 
with Seal grain 
leather strap and 
gold plated buckle. 


NATIONAL 
SPORTSMAN 














Is Back OF (_*\ 
Every Bottle 
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Do Business by Mail 
Start with accurate lists of names we 
furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 
following or any others 


& ron Mfrs, eter Men 
eese Box Mfrs. Ice M 
Shes Retailers — 
= Can Mfrs, Axle Grease Mfrs. 
Druggists Railroad Employees 
Contractors 


Auto Owners 
Our ete book of 
statistics on 7000 classes of pros- 
pective customers for the asking. 


Ross-Gould, 806-E Olive St, St. Louis , 


Ross- Gould 


Mailing 
pLists St.Louis 








PICKINGS FROM Puck 
The best quarterly issued in America 
25 cents a copy—All Newsstands 








Entered at N. Y. P. OG. as Second-Class Mail Matter. 


Copyright 1915 (Trade-Mark Registered) in the 
United States and Great Britain. 


PUBLISHERS’ Notice: Puck is published every Mon- 
day (dated the following eakaseey) by the Puck 
05 fayette Street, 
New_ York ty: (Nathan Straus, Jr., President; 
H. Grant Straus, Secretary and Treasurer). 
Editor, Contributing Editor, 
A. H. FoLwsgu. Hy Mayer. 
Foster GiLtroy, General Manager. 

The contents of 4_ are fully protected by copy- 
right. and must not be reproduced without permis- 
sion. 

Puck Is MaILep to subscribers at $5.00 per year, 
or $2.50 for six months. Canadian subscriptions, 
$8.00 per year, $3.00 for eix months; Foreign, $6.50 
per year, $3.25 for six months. ll communica- 
tions should be addressed to the Puck Publishing 

rporation. Puck will use its best care with 

SS., but cannot be held res nsible for their loss. 
MSS, sent in by mail should be accompanied by 
a _ self-addressed and stamped aan or wrapper, 
otherwise they cannot be returned. Puck is on 
sale in Europe at the various branches of the Inter- 
national News Co. and the Atlas Publishing and 
Distributin Brentano’s, Paris: Wm. Dawson 

Sons and W. i. Smith & Sons, London; Hachette 

Cie, Paris, and Basle, Lausanne and Geneva, 
Switzerland. 

London Office: Puck, 6 Henrietta Street, Covent 
Garden, W. 

Paris’ Office : Puck, 70bis Rue Notre Dame des 
Champs. 








Announcing Some New Friends 


Our cover next week will be from 
the brush of an artist new to Puck 
readers, but in the front rank of con- 
temporary illustrators, John E. Sheri- 
dan. It is entitled “‘ The Buccaneer,” 
and is a worthy companion piece to 
some of the excellent bits of color that 
have made recent issues of Puck 


‘marked for their brilliancy. The fol- 


lowing week sees a beautiful pastel by 
Hamilton King, another favorite who 
is making his bow to readers of Puck. 
In the matter of inside color pages, we 
are fortunate in announcing “ Help 
Wanted,” by Archie Gunn, which ap- 


pears next week. 


Foreign Color 


In this number we print an example 
of the work by Ludwig Kainer, who 
bears very much the same relation to 
the Leipsic school as Georges Barbier 
bears to the French. Commenting on 
Kainer’s work, the New York American 
said recently: 

Kainer has a touch of the Slav in the 
Teutonism of his work, despite his 
birth. He has the same sense of rapid 
movement that Bakst has, and the same 
curious use of color. 

We continue to receive canvases 
from French and German sources, and 
other exceptional color pages of foreign 
color may be looked for in forthcoming 
issues. 


Puck on Probation 


Parents who have sons at college will 
brighten many an hour of his under the 
midnight oil by sending a dollar bill 
for a three months’ trial subscription, 
addressed to the dormitory. 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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WANTED— AN IDEA! 


wre s can think of ‘they simple ony B to ) Datent Pro- 

our ideas, t — { bring ealth. Write 
for.” Nee N —- a an ae, * “to Get ‘= Patent 
and Your apeue ‘a ttorneys, 
Dept. 165, Weskingtes 'D 
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DIARY January 22,1820 
A cold day, and blustery, coming 
from town. 1 was mighty glad to 
see the lights of the Inn, where I was 
soon made comfortable at the fire 
with my favorite 


OLD OVERHOLT RYE 
“Same for 100 years” 


For over a century this de- 
lightful pure Pennsylvania Rye 
has cheered men’s hearts, 
What more strengthening than 
good Old Overh alt? Aged in 
the wood, bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co, Pittsburgh,Pa, 





DRAWING FOR NEWSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES, ETO, 

= Branches of Art Taught. Our ponetionl qqeem of persona! instruction 

MAIL develops your ta } years 6 | work is the basis of our 

, a... method. A PRACTIO AL BC ‘HOOL teaching PRACTICAL WORK. 
Write for terms and lists of successful PUPILS, 

ASSOOIATED ART STUDIOS Mort. M. Burger, Director 

Flatiron Bidg., N.¥.Oity Day lasses—Evening ‘ ineses— Mail Instruction 














Get TODAY the 


Baseball 


Magazine 








World's Series Number 


On sale now at all stands. ifc the 
copy. it tells who will win the World's 
Series. Photos, retords and past per- 
formances of every player. 


THE BASEBALL MAGAZINE COMPANY 
70 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
Send postal for sample copy of recent iseue. 


















































The Colonel is head of an organiza- 
tion which has for its object the preser- 
vation of the song-birds. The Colonel’s 
favorite song-birds are the Hawk, the 
Condor and the Eagle. All other varie- 
ties are “ weaklings.” 





The French regiment which has a 
dog that barks in a field telephone 
whenever it sights a German should not 
stop with this. Let the members equip 
a cat’s tail with a wireless apparatus 
and utilize the electricity which crack- 
les in her fur. War must not be al- 
lowed to grow commonplace. 





If Mr. Ford has his inventive way, 
we may expect to witness in a few years 
the Jitneyization of the Seas. 





The German Ambassador said he did 
not think it “safe” to entrust state 
documents to Mr. Archibald. Why such 
solicitude for “ mere scraps of paper ”? 





After his overthrow of Goliath, it is 
a safe bet that David syndicated in 
the Sunday papers a “ How to Have 
Health and Muscles Like Mine” de- 
partment. 





Quoth Dr. Leonard Hirshberg: 
“You are safer on the operating table 
than you are on a crowded street.” In 
which case, the only consideration is 
the item of cost. A crowded street, in 
most instances, is cheaper. 





A great many young men are like 
Easter hats—mostly trimmings. 
—James J. Hilla 
Yet, but with this difference. How- 
ever much trimming a hat may have, 
you know there is always something 
underneath. 





“T don’t suppose they'd stop eating 
if they knew there was a ton of dyna- 
mite in the cellar,” said a deputy fire 
chief of the nonchalant patrons of a 
burning restaurant. It is readily ex- 
plained. After his experience with 
cabarets, the New York diner-out fig- 
ures that he can sit through anything. 





More and more is seen a certain old- 
world demureness in the  season’s 
fashions.—The Woman’s Page. 

Had you noticed enything demure 
about Europe lately? 











A GERMAN PROPER GANDER 


————— 





The correspondence entrusted to Mr. 
Archibald made almost as much noise 
in the world as the Archbold letters 
did. Of course, you remember them. 





Deploring the cost of modern funer- 
als and denouncing them as too luxu- 
rious, a Boston clergyman suggests 
municipal control of the undertaking 
business. ‘“‘ Make cremation within 
reach of the poor,” he says. Or, in 
other words, let those who “ also ran” 
in life’s race be assured of a hot finish. 





The young Republicans went on to 
say that the party could not get to its 
feet again with a man like Barnes in 
the saddle. 

—Inside political information. 


If put to it, Mr. Barnes can ride 
bareback. 


Out in Kansas City a woman 
laughed nearly two hours when a fat 
man’s hat was appropriated by the 
wind. If old stuff can “ get by” with 
her like that, she should be engaged by 
theatrical managers to laugh at first- 
nights. The position of head-usher 
would be none too good for her. 





Men being scarce, certain towns in 
Germany have organized female fire 
companies. It will be all right if the 
ladies can control their liking for hand- 
embroidered hose. 





The women of to-day have only one 
idea in view—to dress in a manner that 
appeals to men.—A wise judge. 

Also the women of yesterday and of 
the day before. 
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THE NEWS IN 


Verses by DANA BURNET 


A Three Star Final note was sent 
To Germany the Blameless. 
She will not pay her butcher’s Bill, 
(The neighbors say she’s shameless). 
Old Mars is leering at our gates, 
And still the fat thumbs twiddle, 
The public weeps, 
The Congress sleeps, 
And Daniels is a riddle. 








The Future Fiction, scribblers say, 
Will not exceed a column. 
The outlook for the Robert Cham- 
Bers school is very solemn. 
An auto telescoped a mule, 
Abaft the beam, precisely— 
The luckless car 
Is scattered far, 
The mule is doing nicely. 


RIME 


Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


Professor Taft is not for votes 

For women, for the present. 
How can he be so radical, 

And yet so plump and pleasant ? 


One’s dog should match one’s color 
scheme, 


Pale pups for pale complexions, 
No tears were shed 


When Dumba fled— 
He toyed with our affections! 


A merchant craft was submarined 
On evidence most damning. 
It’s prow displayed a charging sheep— 
Er—Get it? Sheep... and... ram- 
ming !* 
The modest Tzar has named himself 
Imperial Commander, 
There’s many a quack 
Still left, alack, 
In Dernburg’s propagander. 


Cross X, queer Q, and yawning C, 
Will shortly be dead letters. 
The savants say that such as they 
Offend their alphabetters. 
SirWoodrow couched his gleaming pen, 
And slew Vienna’s fable, 
But goodness knows 
A nation’s foes 


Cannot be quenched by cable. 





* German logic 


Carranza said his men would shoot 
No soldiers—just civilians. 
The former are so very scarce, 
The latter run to millions. 
A very Ill-inois cow 
Was cured by Christian Science, 
The Derby Tile 
Returns to style, 
And Sulzer shrieks defiance. 








The Kaiser’s merry Zeppelins— 
Those Military Maybes— 

Are still engaged in dropping bombs 
On women armed with babies. 


°Tis said that souls should have a 
chance 


For astral dissipation, 
But souls that roam 
Might not come home, 
Which ends the week’s oration. 
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Quo 
—— 
“{f DID NOT RAISE MY GIRL TO BE A VOTER” 
SopRANO SoLo WitTH VOCIFEROUS SUPPORTING CHORUS OF MALE VOICES 
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The Useful Enemies of Suffrage 


[* a man be known by the company he keeps, 
political parties, being made up of men, may 
also be judged by the society which they culti- 
vate. And if political parties may be so ap- 
praised, not only men but women may be put 
in the balance and judged. 


Let us have a look at the associates of the 
Anti-Suffragists; not a look of mere curiosity 
but a look with a purpose. In New York State 
this fall, the question of Votes for Women will 
be settled through a referendum on a constitu- 
tional amendment, and before any citizen casts 
his ballot against that amendment, let him face 
a few facts and ask himself afew questions. 


Is it a coincidence that the riffraff of politics 
are lined up solidly behind the opponents of 
Woman Suffrage? The Antis declare that suf- 
frage for women is but a fad, that the desire for 
the vote is but a whim. They aver that no 
good purpose would be served by extending the 
franchise; that there would be an increase in 
the quantity of votes cast, but no improvement 
in the quality; that the influence of women at 
the polls for intelligent reform would be prac- 
tically negligible. If this is true, why is it so 
many mortal enemies of reform, of radical re- 
form, are so vigorously opposed to Woman 
Suffrage? Is it, as we have said, a coincidence? 


Is it a coincidence that the lowest type of male 

politician is ardent in his opposition to Woman 
Suffrage? Or, knowing something about the 
ways of voters in the polling place, does he 
think that women would be less easy to drive 
than men? Is it a coincidence that sweat-shop 
owners, and the employers of child labor, look 
with disfavor at the idea of woman suffrage? 
Or, fearing the power of those closest to the home, 
do they feel that woman with the ballot in her 
hand might be more relentless than man in the 
pursuit of social wrongs? Is it a coincidence 
that the whole underworld of vice, which is so 
mysteriously interwoven with the underworld 
of politics, scoffs and sneers at the mention of 
woman suffrage? Or, knowing upon whom has 
fallen heaviest the weight of underworld out- 
rage, does it rightly detect in Woman Suffrage 
a hand that will avenge as well as correct? 


It may be a coincidence, but if so, it is the 
most remarkable coincidence that has appeared 


in American politics. Those who wish to take 
it as such are privileged to agree with the guile- 
less Anti that suffrage is but a fad; that no good 
purpose would be served by extending the fran- 
chise. Those who, like Puck, assume it to be 
something else, something of much greater sig- 
nificance, will agree that the opponents of 
Woman‘Suffrage—not the dainty type of after- 
noon tea opponents but the grim opponents .of 


‘the sweat-shop and the dive—give the cause 


its mightiest justification. 


Another Fracas 
H ERR John Brisbane Walker, single-handed 


—unless we count upon the lieutenancy 
of Herr Sam McClure—has declared war against 
Great Britain. 

This sounds like a big contract, but it doesn’t 
feaze the doughty editor of “Your Affairs.” 
Perhaps when Sir Edward Grey gets around to 
it, there will be an exchange of mauve papers 
between Downing Street and the erstwhile 
editors of two of our “‘best sellers.” 


The German propagandists who picked Messrs. 
Walker and McClure evidently lost sight of 
the fact that neither of these gentlemen retain 
the following in the shape of readers that they 
once had. 


The Tide of Twaddle 


WO issues will press for attention at the 

opening of the next session of Congress. 
It were well if both of them were thoroughly 
scotched in the early days of the session. 


One will take the shape of a wordy blunder- 
buss fired by the Middle Western representa- 
tive with a hyphenated constituency. Two or 
three of these gentlemen have already been 
heard from. Their particular role in the Berlin 
propaganda is to strike terror to the heart of 
the Administration by drooling about the Ger- 
man vote, by advocating strict neutrality—so 
long as it favors of the Teutonic allies—and by 
threatening enormous bank withdrawals if loans 
are made to the warring nations—excepting, of 
course, Germany and Austria. 

Shoulder to shoulder with him stands the 
pork-fattened Southern Congressman who de- 
mands an appropriation of government money 
for the purpose of disturbing the dreamy siestas 
of a few alligators in some far-away bayou. 

We may expect from this statesman an un- 
compromising opposition to all measures looking 
to national defense or naval preparedness. He 
has been sent to Congress to get pork and Pro- 
hibition, come what may, and if he cannot get 
both, he will be satisfied with a generous dole 
of pork. ; 

We do not envy the lot of the saner heads in 
Congress who are destined to stem the tide of 
twaddle which these two types of statesmeu 
are preparing to turn loose. 
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Ralph Barton, now in Paris for Puck, informs us that a bugle is blown as a signal of 
alarm whenever a Zeppelin is sighted. This gives every one time to hide in the cellar. 





\“ The Swattings of Sarah” 


The managing director of the Zingo 
Moving Picture Company was looking 
over his Sunday newspaper. Suddenly, 
his eyes popped out of his head. 

“Gosh!” he exclaimed, “what a 
chance! What a chance for the Zingo!” 

Again the managing director fastened 
his gaze on the paper before him and 
again he thrilled with joy. This was 
what he read: 

Parts.—Sarah Bernhardt, the world’s 
greatest actress, may never appear 
upon the stage again. After a single 
performance here for the movies she 
discovered she was unable to use her 
new artificial leg well enough to walk. 
She has canceled her American en- 
gagement and returned to-day to Bor- 
deaux. 


“There ain’t any reason why she 
shouldn’t fall for it,” the managing 
director argued. “‘ We'll give her big 
money, the biggest money she ever saw, 
and we'll call it ‘The Swattings of 


Sarah.’ I'll just sit down and write to 
her while the thing looks good to me. 
If the Zingo doesn’t, some other movie 
concern will, you can bet.” 

And this was the letter which the 
managing director wrote and des- 
patched to Madame Sarah Bernhardt, 
of France: 

Dear MapaMe BerNuaArDT: 

Having seen by the paper that you 
are not stuck on your new leg—the 
wooden one, I mean—and that you are 
thinking of quitting the stage because 
you can’t walk right any more, I take 
my pen in hand to ask you to consider 
an attractive proposition. 


I want you to act for the Zingo Mov- 
ing Picture Company, and in the series 
of films which I have in mind for you, 
your wooden leg will not be a handicap, 
but will make a big hit. In fact, what 
I propose is that we dramatize that leg 
(or limb, if you feel that way about it). 

We will guarantee you $200,000 if 
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you and your new leg will appear ex- 
clusively for the Zingo in a specially 
written series of comedy pictures, to be 
called (unless you can think of a better 
name) “The Swattings of Sarah.” 
Comedy is all the rage now, and you 
are just the girl to back Charley Chap- 
lin off the boards. 


What I propose is a serial comedy in 
which you use your wooden leg in a 
whole lot of funny ways. Unstrap it 
and hit somebody with it—you could be 
pursued by a Chinaman or a gunman or 
somebody, just like the girl in “ The 
Perils of Patricia.” Or, perhaps, you 
might be a lady cop, and come across 
with a peach of a wallop at just the 
right minute. There’s no limit to the 
comedy possibilities of a wooden leg if 
it’s in the hands of Sarah Bernhardt 
and staged in the Zingo way. 

The paper says you are going to give 
up acting because you can’t use your 
new leg well enough to walk with it. 
Well, in what I propose you won’t have 
to walk with it much; you'll just have 
to hit somebody with it or throw it. I 
know you ain’t done much in the line of 
real comedy, but I think with a little 
coaching, such as our comedy director 
would be glad to give you, you'd be a 
scream. Let me hear from you. 

Respectfully yours, 
Henry P. Zowie. 

“There! If that don’t hook her,” 
said the managing director, ‘I don’t 
know anything about jollying women.” 


—A— 


Witty: We’ve got a new Sunday school 
teacher, and I don’t like him. 

Fatuer: Why so, my son? 

Witty: He’s Mr. Carver, the butcher, 
and he talked shop all afternoon. 
Fatuer (surprised): Talked shop! 
What do you mean? 

Witty: Why, he talked all about killing 
the fatted calf, and led like a lamb to 
slaughter. 


Hopson (at club reception): Say, who 
is that man over there? He’s been 
standing around with his hands in his 
pockets all evening, and not a soul has 
noticed him. 

Donson: I guess he must be a guest of 
the club. 


Miss Docoop: You are very active in 
charity work, Miss Slumly, but I notice 
that you never go into Rat Alley or 
Tumbledown Lane. 

Miss Stumty: Of course, not, my dear! 
I belong to the Church of St. Dives, you 
know, and it owns all that part of the 
town. 
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SNAPSHOTS YOU TOOK ON YOUR SUMMER VACATION 


Upper left-hand corner—Beauty and the Beast. Upper right-hand corner—A rose between two thorns. Center—Group pic- 


ture of “ The Bunch.” 


Lower left-hand corner—Neptune’s Daughters. Lower right-hand corner—Bringing Home the Cows, 
Two exposures on one film—everybody does it one time or another 
Q 














The Silly During 
Season the silly 
season of 


last summer, which co- 
incides with the dog- 
days, the usual scientific 
person bobbed up and 
asked the usual silly 
season question: Are 
Women—-or is Woman 
— intellectually inferior 
to Man? If there were 
not so.many people who’ 
take such questions seriously they might 
serve to point a witticism, or else be 
dismissed with a good-natured laugh. 
Even that professional misogynist and 
great philosopher, Arthur Schopenhauer, asserted that a 
man inherits his intellect from his mother, his will from 
his father, and while this is rather doubtful “ Biology,” 
the statement proves that little old Arthur could see 
through the hole in the millstone. A few years ago I 
visited at Amsterdam the Central Institute of Brain Re- 
search and its director, the brilliant neurologist, Dr. Kap- 
pers, showed me a number of pickled brains and told me 
that as far as the plasmic stuff is concerned, the brain of 
a sheep is the same as a man or woman’s. It must be a 
decade or more since, in a London monthly, Alexander 
Sutherland wrote of woman’s brain. The author confessed 
himself as being in full accord with the aims and ideals of 
the so-called new woman, yet said that “the male brain 
has an advantage of 10 per cent. in weight,” and adds 
that “it is a difference which certainly affords some little 
foundation for a very ancient belief,” i.e., the inferiority 
of the female intellect to the male’s. But he proves that 
90 per cent. of women are equal to 90 per cent. of men. 
And in the very beginning of his study he demonstrates 
that the neurons on the cortex of the brain are quite as 
numerous in women as in men, and that these neurons “ are 
the instruments of mental energy.” 


Mere brain weight then seems to prove 
nothing. The brain of Daniel Webster 
is among the heaviest on record, but there 
is the brain of a negro idiot which is still heavier. It is 
the activity of the neurons which determines the quality 
of brain power. Are women more emotional than men? 
The late Levi-Lombroso, who has measured the sighs of 
sentimental girls, and weighed her tears, answers with a 
negative. In a series of public experiments conducted at 
Turin, the learned Italian psycheatrist found that woman 
as compared with man was deficient in tactile sensibility ; 
that she did not record impressions, whether optical, aural 
or sensory, as rapidly or with such clear definition as did 
man. I admit this sounds discouraging, and is enough to 
give pause to the upward flight of the sex if that flight is 
to be tested by scientific analysis. But, what is all this 
testing, weighing and measuring when faced by the spec- 
tacle of a glorious winged creature sailing away on vic- 
torious pinions, plumage unruffled by Lombroso and his 
laboratory logic? A genuine “ feministe,” one who gently 
felt the female pulse of his century and suavely waved the 
If ever a man should 


Weighing 


the Emotions 


patient aside, was “Ernest Renan. 
have had exalted ideals of womanhood, he was that man. 
His sister, Henriette, was his life companion, a veritable 
staff to him in his erudite Oriental studies, and when she 
died he withered, rather grew fat and spiritually flabby. 
Yet this most subtly feminine of men had the ingratitude 
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to write: There is no 
doubt whatever that at 
the present time fem- 
inine instincts occupy 
more space in the gen- 
eral physiognomy of the 
world than they did for- 
merly, The world is 
“; . more exclusively pre- 
occupied just now with 
frivolities that formerly 
were looked upon as the 
exclusive property of 
Instead of asking men for 
great achievements, bold enterprises, 
and heroic labors, the women ask them 
for riches only, to satisfy a vulgar 
The general movement of the world has put itself 
at the service of the instincts of woman, not those splendid 
instincts through which they display more clearly than men 
can, perhaps, the divine ideal of our nature, but the lower 
instincts which form the least noble portion of her vocation. 
This was written in 1855 when Paris had never seemed 
more frivolous, when her ideals were fast perishing in 
the materialism of Napoleon the Little and his glittering 
court. What would Renan write to-day if he could see the 
enormous stride woman has taken, Sutherland on the brain, 
Lombroso on the sensibility and Renan on the moral nature 
of woman, to the contrary notwithstanding? I fancy the 
great thinker and prose-master would sound his dulcet 
pipes to another tune. He might suggest that if women are 
less emotional than men (of course, they are not), then with 
calmer judgments, why, they shouldn’t have the ballot. 


mi Pe ok: 
Weta by Bena 


women, 


taste. 


Laura Marholm is a Scandinavian, and A 
Northern women must have been bound Scandinavian 
with social gyves of iron, to judge from Feministe 
the quality of their protestant literature. 
Ibsen, Bjérnson, even Strindberg—whose erratic pendu- 
lum swung to the other extreme—are full of the heady 
polemics of sex. Sex? Why, one sickens of the subject 
after reading problem plays and novels. Yet to all women 
over eighteen and under eighty I recommend Mrs. Mar- 
holm’s “ Studies in the Psychology of Woman.” The dis- 
satisfied ones, those who really believe all they read, will 
perhaps realize how much better off they are in the United 
States. Little wonder that there is a strong woman move- 
ment in Europe. (What it will be after the war with so 
many million men killed, who shall say?) For its psychol- 
ogy read Laura Marholm. Best of all, here is a woman 
telling us secrets, secrets not to be captured by men watch- 
ful of the Sphinx that Defies. And her book is a corrective, 
a sad one, for masculine presumption, masculine vanity. 
“We” are only tolerated. Old married chaps have known 
this for years; but Marholm elevates it to the dignity of 
a psychological system. Those long-haired, soft-eyed ani- 
mals, as Guy de Maupassant described women, are our 
true critics, forever weighing us in scales that are mortify- 
ingly candid, making excuses for us when they love us, 
but after all only tolerating us, allowing the lords of crea- 
tion to kneel in an humble attitude at the shrine of feminine 
perfection and be rewarded at the end by—toleration. And 
if this is the case in Europe, where th@ equality of woman 
is as yet a half-baked idea, how is it in the United States, 
where she is queen from kitchen to palace? I fancy that 
Mrs. Marholm would be amaged after a few years’ resi- 
dence here and might write a book about the wrongs of man. 
(Continued on page 20.) 
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T was late, and the old man sat dis- 

consolate in his library. 

Tremulously, on tiptoe, his daughter 
approached. 

“What is the matter, Papa, dear?” 
she asked. “ You are not angry—are 
you—because George—Mr. Popkins— 
asked you for my hand?” 

The old man patted her hand ab- 
stractedly. “Oh, no! That’s all right,” 
he said, “ but, confound him, he _ bor- 
rowed my umbrella to go home with!” 





All the world may not exactly love a 
lover, but it always takes an interest in 
his letters when they are read to a jury. 

Language is the vehicle of thought, 
but too many times it’s an empty taxi. 

Every dog may have his day, but he 
doesn’t know it until the day after. 


Qo 





PUPPETS 


The boy was very small and the load 
he'was pushing in the wheelbarrow was 
very, very big. 

A benevolent old gentleman, putting 
down his bundles, lent him a_ helping 
hand. 

“ Really, my boy,” he puffed, “J 
don’t see how you manage to get that 
barrow up the gutters alone.” 

“[T don’t,” replied the appreciative 
kid. ‘ Dere’s always some jay a- 
standin’ round as takes it up for me.” 


“We shall not get any answers from 
those circulars we sent out the other 
day,” said the office manager. 

“Why not?” 
partner. 

“ The names were no good. The boy 
made a mistake. They were the sig- 
natures to a lot of patent medicine tes- 


inquired the senior 


timonials.”’ 
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By Ily MAYER 


The other day Lionel was at a mat- 
inée with his father, and when a trapeze 
acrobat failed to catch the object at 
which he flew through the air and fell 
sprawling into the net, the little boy 
was greatly excited. 

“They are never hurt,” explained his 
father. “It is a regular trick to make 
such a miss once or twice to give the 
audience an idea of the difficulty of the 
feat, and thereby to intensify the ap 
plause when it has been successfully 
performed.” 

Lionel thought a moment and then, 
with a bright smile, said: 

“ Papa, do you think I could make a 
hit with my teacher by following this 
circus stunt and missing my_ lessons 
once in a while?” 

When we sce a man strike an atti 
tude, there is always a strong tempta 
tion to hit dtm in return. 
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JUST THE PLACE FOR HIM 
THe Apmirer: Why do you say I ought to join the Russian army? It’s foolish, you know. 
Tue Apmirep: Not atall. You’ve been repulsed about a thousand times, yet it’s utterly impossible to discourage you. 


14 




















Outdoor Sports in Gotham 


The hard-working Harlem father 
gathered his seven children around him. 

“Well, kids,” he cried, “ what luck 
to-day?” 

A toddler of ten was the first to 
speak. 

“ Lady in ’lectric Q4876 bumped me 
with her mudguard.” 

“ Fine!” exclaimed the doting father. 
“ Good for $500. I’ll have her in court 
Friday.” 

“Can’t,” demurred eight-year-old 
Bobbie; “my case is Friday—remem- 
ber, the old guy wot run over my 
foot?” 

So it is; Saturday, then. And you, 
Charlie, have any luck?” 

“Nope, run in front of cars all day 
and every one of ’em missed me.” 

“No supper for you to-night, then. 
I’ll teach you to dodge automobiles. 
And how about you, Mary?” 

Tears welled into the little miss’ eyes. 

“T thought for sure a big red car 








“ HELLO, SHORTY!” 

This is the first time in history that 
England has ever been willing to pay a 
debt in the coin of another nation. Her 
gold sovereign has been the standard 
of the world for centuries. The Ameri- 
can dollar for the first time supersedes 
and for that purpose is made _ the 
world’s standard coin.—Daily paper. 























LOOKING AHEAD 














BELLE (softly): Is he such a man as you would wish to be the father of your children? 


Dotty: Of course! 


was going to hit me,” she sobbed, “ but 
the man steered it-into a elevated pillar 
and smashed all his lamps.” 

“Too bad,” the fond parent mused; 
“they’re getting so _ blankety-blank 
careful a man can’t earn decent dam- 
ages.” 

“Well, Johnnie, as you’re the only 
one that got a case to-day, you can play 
in the park all day to-morrow.” 

“ Aw, Pop,” wailed the young hope- 
ful, “I don’t wanta play in the park. 
I wanta put on my roller skates to- 
morrow an’ see if I can’t get hit with a 
real car ‘stead of a ’lectric.” 

“A regular business head,” ex- 
claimed the hard-working Harlem 
father, as he started for the station to 
swear out a summons for the owner of 
Q4876. 


Lizzie and Alice 


Once there were two sisters by the 
names of Lizzie and Alice. As this is 
no serial story, we shall- cut out the 
introduction and get right down to 
facts. 

One day, while out walking in a 
crowded section of the city, Lizzie had 
the misfortune to tear her skirt on a 
picket fence, and it was a bad tear. 

“Oh, what shall I do!” cried Lizzie 
in a panic. “I haven’t a pin with me 
and there isn’t a place that I can go!” 

Finally, she backed into a doorway, 
and waited there in tremulous retire- 
ment until four women came by at one 
time. These she hailed and grouped 
around her until a vacant taxi appeared 
and she could get into it and be driven 
home. Lizzie stayed in the taxi until 
a shawl could be brought, and once in 
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No judge would ever think of giving him the children! 


the home circle, she took thirty drops of 
aromatic ammonia and lay down, with a 
hot-water bag at the base of her brain. 

So much for Lizzie. Now for Alice. 

Alice went walking in the same sec- 
tion of town, and by a strange coinci- 
dence, tore her skirt on the same picket 
fence that got in the way of Lizzie. 
And it also was some tear. 

“Tee, hee!” cried Alice. 

Without the formality of backing into 
a doorway, Alice made such good use 
of one pin that in two shakes she had 
on a rakish and up-to-date short skirt, 
a little more extreme than anything the 
town had seen before. 

She walked right on up Main Street, 
past the Town Hall and the Eagle 
Hotel, and three-fourths of the popula- 
tion suffered next day from wry neck. 

Which first to get 
married, Lizzie or Alice? 


sister was the 


Bossy: Pa, what is an apostrophe? 
Pa: It’s the sign of the possessive case, 
my son, 


‘Bossy: Is that why this man, that’s 


writing one to the ocean, talks like he 
owns it? 

In football, interference often wins 
the game, but in young married life, the 
less of it the better. 


Don’t be a round peg in a square 
hole. Be an all-round peg and fit any 


hole. 


It takes two to make a quarrel, but 
some folks trouble 
finding the other one. 


don’t have much 








Tue Apmirep: Not atall. You’ve been repulsed about a thousand times, yet it’s utterly impossible to discourage you. 


The Warmest Kind 


Dante and Virgil were on their cele- 
brated hike through the lower regions. 

In or about the neighborhood of the 
seventh circle they came upon a group 
of lost souls, who seemed to be particu- 
larly uncomfortable. They were not 
undergoing any especial form of tor- 
ture, but they were perspiring pro- 
fusely, as the sweat upon their faces 
eloquently indicated. 

“Who are these?” asked Virgil, 
pointing to the luckless company. 

His Satanic Majesty laughed mirth- 
fully. 

“These? Oh, that’s just a little joke 
I have,” he replied in perfect good 
humor. 

“ Joke!” cried Dante reprovingly. 

“Surely,” giggled His Highness, 
turning the steam on another notch. 
“They are ‘warm, personal friends’ 
of mine.” 

“ That’s a hades of a joke,” said Vir- 
gil, as they passed on, 





Some people are naturally foolish; 
others fall in love. 
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SAFETY FIRST 


Tue Kaiser: Quick, Tirpitz, before they attack us! 








“T am not wealthy,” he said, “ but if 
the devotion of a true and tender heart 
goes for anything with you, Miss 
Clara is 





“Tt goes well enough with me, Mr. 
Spoonbill,” interrupted the fair girl, 
With a pensive look on her face, “ but 
how will it go with the grocer? ” 





SACRILEGE 


“We expelled the Deacon for mixin’ religion 
and politics” 

* Mixin’ religion and politics ?” 

“Yes, he’d go to a political meetin’ an’ he’d 
fall asleep in the middle of a speech, b’ gosh, 
jest like it was a sermon” 
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Sayings of Russian Generals 


By General Beatitoff: “‘ We have met 
the enemy and we are not discouraged.” 

By General Sprintski: “ I propose to 
make on orderly retreat along this line 
if it takes all summer.” 

By General Hikeovitch: “ Don’t re- 
tire until you can see the whites of their 
eyes.” 

By General, the Prince of Hotfoot- 
ski: “ Up, Guards, and beat it!” 

By General Skippoff: “ Beyond the 
Urals lies Asia.” 

By General, the Grand Duke Gum- 
shoeski: “ There is Von Hindenberg. 
We get away from him to-day or Molly 
Gumshoeski will be a widow.” 





The man who is so poor that he can’t 
get credit has a very fair chance of 
some day becoming rich. 





One more swallow doesn’t make a 
summer, but it sometimes makes a 


jag. 





If there are, as some claim, bacilli in 
a kiss, all we have to say is, bring on 
your bacilli! 








-————- 


























Drawn for Puck by Heath Robinson of London 


ON THE FIRING LINE 


Tue Amepitious Hatcuer: "Tis an unusual kind of egg, no doubt, but thank heaven, it 
is still warm, and I feel the throb of young life within! 
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Nursery Preparedness 


e ARRIET,” said Mr. McJingo 
sternly, “are those all of the 
lead soldiers our Willie has got? ” 

Willie was safe in bed and, as usual, 
had forgotten to put away his toys. 
Mrs. McJingo looked first at the scat- 
tered array in the corner of the living 
room, and then in some amazement at 
her husband. 

“Why, I suppose so, Henry,” she 
replied at length. “ Why do you ask? 
There are enough of them, aren’t there? 
There'd be no walking around this 
house at all if he had any more.” 

Mr. McJingo seemed to be laboring 
under a severe emotional strain. 

“ Enough of them!” he burst forth. 
“Of course, there aren’t enough of 
them. Don’t you know, woman, that the 
child of to-day is the man of to-mor- 
row? That the fate of the nation may 
depend on Willie?” 

Mrs. McJingo’s embroidery frame 
dropped in her lap and stayed there. 

“Are you crazy, Henry McJingo?”’ 
she asked icily, 

“Crazy? I am nor. Here we're 
trying to plant in our citizens some idea 
of the duty of preparedness, some no- 
tion of the necessity for adequate de- 
fense for a large standing army.” 

“And what has all this to do with 
Willie and his lead soldiers? ” 

“Everything! In a few years, be- 
fore we know it, Willie will be grown 
up. How better can we acquaint him 
with his future responsibilities as a citi- 
zen than by means of his lead soldiers? 
If he has but a few soldiers, and those 
half busted, he will be satisfied with a 
few soldiers when he grows up. If he 
has many soldiers around him as a 
child, he will demand many soldiers 
around him as a citizen. One of the 
reasons why the United States has such 
a small standing army is because gener- 
ation after generation of American 
parents have stinted their children in 
the matter of lead soldiers.” 

“T am sure Willie had two boxes last 
Christmas. One that we gave him and 
one that he got from Cousin Clara. 











SKYED 


Tue Hirpo: Did they hang your picture well 
at the exposition ? 

Tue Gnu: I should think not; the Giraffe was 
the only one who could see it 
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A FRIENDLY TIP 


“Father, that cop over there is a friend of mine, so 
any time he goes to arrest you, just mention my name” 





Mamma had a box of soldiers for him, 
too, but I persuaded her to change it 
for something else.” 

Mr. McJingo gasped. 


* “Youdid? My lord!” he cried, “ and 
you never told me! As if it were pos- 
sible for him to have too many soldiers! 
No wonder we can’t get big army ap- 
propriations through Congress, no won- 
der we find opposition everywhere to 
a decent-sized army, when American 
boys like Willie are brought up on two 
boxes of infantry! Where’s the kid’s 
artillery? Hasn’t he got any?” 
“Let’s see. Artillery means can- 
nons, doesn’t it? ” asked Mrs. MecJingo. 
“It does! And not a cannon in the 
house! Just look at that pitiful outfit. 
How can a child—the man of the 
future—get adequate military ideals 
from such a bunch as that? Not more 
than twenty soldiers—absurd red coats, 
too; no service uniforms—one captain 
and one tumble-down tent. No wonder 
so many regiments in the United States 
Army are mere skeletons. What else 
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can we expect when children are 
brought up to know nothing better? 

“And look at the equipment. The 
captain’s sword is broken off at the hilt; 
you can only tell he’s the captain by 
the position of his arm; at least fifteen 
of the privates have the bayonets busted 
from their guns, and two of them can’t 
stand up at all, because their stands are 
snapped off short. That’s bad enough, 
but it isn’t the worst of it. The worst 
of it is that Willie doesn’t know the dif- 
ference, and if he did, wouldn’t care. 
And when he grows up, he'll be the 
same way. He won't care in what state 
the American army’s in; he’ll just leave 
it anywhere and forget it, just the way 
he does with his soldiers now.” 

In his agitation, Mr. McJingo walked 
into the room where Willie lay sleeping, 
a stuffed dog hugged tight to his nightie. 

“There you are,” groaned the an- 
guished parent. ‘“ That proves it. His 
last waking thoughts are of a toy dog, 
while his soldiers stand neglected in a 
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In Her Own Words 


se HIS looks good for a human in- 

terest story,” the city editor 
said as he passed to the reporter a clip- 
ping from the latest afternoon edition. 
“Whoever wrote that,” he continued, 
“didn’t think to get anything from 
the girl herself. Everybody nowadays 
expects heroines to tell all about them- 
selves in a half-column, and I guess 
you'd better go down and make this 
one talk. Seventeen-year-old girls 
don’t pull kids out of the water every 
day, and that one will stand playing- 
up for morning. Keep your eye out 
for pictures and fix it up with the 
artist. Get the girl’s story, anyway. 
Let her tell it in her own words.” 


II 
WHAT THE REPORTER WROTE 


“TIT did no more that I should 
expect of any other girl of my 
age,” said Miss Bresnahan modestly. 
“Everybody calls me a heroine, but 
I really don’t believe I deserve it. 
Yes, I have always known how to 
swim. My brother taught me when I 
was a little tot. How did my experi- 
ence of to-day affect me? Why, I 
didn’t mind it in the least. I don’t 
know what first called my attention to 





Quoe 


Baby Hurley, but when I heard some- 
body shout, ‘ Help, help, he’s drown- 
ing!’ I plunged in. The little fel- 
low was struggling and seemed to be 
going down for the third time. ‘ Keep 
up your courage, I called, ‘I’m com- 
ing.” When I reached his side I caught 
him under the arms, as any girl would, 
and kept him afloat until a_ boat 
reached us. It was a very little mat- 
ter, but I am gald to have been of 
service. That Baby Hurley is alive 
and well is ample reward for me.” 


III 
WHAT KATIE REALLY SAID 

** Aw, f’heaven’s sakes! Youse rub- 
ber-neckin’ reporters make me tired. 
One of youse Willies wuz down here a 
little while ago. Wanted me to tell 
the story of me life. What d’ye think 
of that? ‘ Beat it,’ says I, ‘ Twenty- 
three for you.’ You wouldn’t put in 
what I told yer, anyway. 
think you're all to the huckleberries, 
don’tcher, comin’ down: here’ and 
kiddin’ us? Pipe the necktie, Madge. 
Wonder what he’s goin’ to have for 
Easter? Who wuz tellin’ yer about 
me? One of them cops? They’re a 
wise bunch; always buttin’ inter some- 
body else’s business. Ought to get 
busy with their own troubles fer a 


Youse 











. buttercups. 


change. Gee, Madge, he looks like a 
regular sport, don’t he? Oh, cuse 
me! You're a noosepaper man, ain’t- 
cher? Sold any to-day? Don’t get 
sore, Launcelot, somebody’ll buy your 

Say, Mrs. Maloney’s lost 
Yer can put that ‘in if yer 
Me picture? Yer’ll have to 
see me secretary. No, Reggie, I don’t 
fall for no interview ter-day. Scratch 
it. Skidoo, Harold, the ‘showfur’ is 
waiting. And, say, if yer put my 
name in yer old paper I'll have yer 
pinched.” 


her goat. 
want’er. 





“Now, my son,” said the conscien- 
tious father, “tell me why I punished 
you.” 

“That's it,” blubbered the boy in- 
dignantly. “First, you pounded the 
life out of me, an’ now you don’t know 
what you done it for.” 





Orcuestra Leaver (as the villain 
drops): What did you hit that drum 
for, Zimmer? 

Tue Drummer: Force of habit, sir. I 
used to drum at a burlesque house. 





The same opportunities that make a 
lion of one man may only lead his 
neighbor to make an ass of himself. 











ENTERTAINING THE MINISTER 


Tue Minister: I suppose you know, Robert, that man does not live by bread alone? . 
Rosert: Oh, yes, sir; but, then, we don’t get any such blow-out as this except when you come 
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PRINTS from PUCK 


An interesting and handsome 
catalogue of the most notable 
prints that have appeared in 
America’s Cleverest Weekly, 
sent to any address on receipt 
of 10 cents in stamps. 


Guo 


301 Lafayette Street, New York City 
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Pickings from PUCK 


The best quarterly ever 
issued in America 


The Seven Arts 


(Continued from page 10.) 

Her “ Six Famous Women ” betrays the 
writer’s keenness of vision, her “ Stud- 
ies,” referred to above, reveal breadth 
of ideas and judgment. She does not 
belong to the “ shrieking sisterhood.” 
She is a woman, a defender of the home 
and family. 


Her No man may hope to under- 
Views ‘stand women as does a 

woman. This fact makes the 
stories of Jane Austen such valuable 
transcripts of reality. It was Israel 
Zangwill who said that all women 
writers have one virtue—they tell us 
the secret of themselves. Those “ gov- 
ernesses in revolt,’ George Eliot and 
Charlotte Bronte, are not read nowa- 
days for their “ messages ”—all truths 
grow rusty with time—but because of 
their unconscious self-portraiture. This 
will preserve their work from the dep- 
redations of those giant moths, the 
critics. But Marholm has no illusion 
as to the place of her sex in the intel- 
lectual field. She finds that feminine 
students, in their eagerness for knowl- 
edge and ability to acquire it, equal 
men; indeed, excel most men. It would 
be a pity if most men excelled them, for 
these characteristics rest upon the les- 
ser power and capacity for original 
thought, independent selection, and 
deeper affinity to the appropriate idea; 
they depend upon a mechanical instead 
of an organic process. However, as 
woman is the mainspring of man’s en- 
deavors, ‘if she inspires all the great 
statues, poems, pictures, operas and 
symphonies, one would imagine that she 
would be satisfied. But satisfaction is 
sterile. Constant creation is the pre- 
rogative of mankind. Woman must 
have her share in the difficult adventure 
of life. Don’t stop her, boys! And if 
*her work is different from man’s, let us 
remember the old negro preacher at 
camp meeting who cried out that the 
Lord had made men and women “ dif- 
ferent,” and then in a sudden ecstasy 
lifted up his voice: “ Bress de Lord for 
de difference!”” Amen! 


—f— 


“Mr. Redink,” said the boss severe- 
ly, “you got off yesterday afternoon 
under the plea of being sick. I saw 
you afterward going to the races, and 
you didn’t appear to be at all sick.” 

Mr. Redink was fully equal to the 
occasion. “‘ You ought to have seen me 
after the second race, sir,” he said. 





The man who never argues with 
“children, women or fools” should 








25 Cents at your Newsdealer’s 








never be caught talking to himself. 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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Travelers seeking a quiet. 
homelike hotel in Chicago 
will enjoy the new 


Fort 
Dearborn 
Hotel 


Conveniently located on La 
Salle Street at Van Buren. 
Close to theatre, shopping 
and business districts — 
Luxurious room and res- 
taurant accommodations at 
moderate prices. 
Every room an outside room 
with private bath or toilet. 


$1.50, $2.00, $2.50 
No Higher 
HOTEL SHERMAN COMPANY 
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Society Notes from the Society 
Islands 


Mrs. Kola-Kola has returned from 
her trip to the Philippines, and has 
opened her shack at Nude Port for the 
season. While in Luzon, she was roy- 
ally féted and entertained, several 
head-hunting parties having been ar- 
ranged in her honor. The head-hunt- 
ers of Luzon are affiliated with tudt- 
hunters of Nude Port. Mrs. Kola- 
Kola was one of the Tahiti Zulus, who 
made their money in ginger. 


The engagement is announced of 
Reginald Ostermoor and Miss Dodo 
Danderine, and the wedding is set for 
November. The future bride of Os- 
termoor is one of the most modish of 
the younger set, and is famous for her 
hair, which she grew herself. Regi- 
nald’s friends are hoping that matri- 
mony will put a crimp in his sporti- 
ness, as he has long been the talk of 
the beach. 


The Nude Port set are much dis- 
turbed by the action of the authorities 
in raising taxes, and there is talk of 
transferring the Society hub to Maitia 
or some other island. Mr. Waldorf 
Koko-Nutt swore off his taxes last 
week and moved to Otaha. Others are 
expected to follow. 


Good weather favored the cata- 
maran show at Papeete and brought 
out an unusually smart attendance. 
Mrs. O. Naturel attracted a deal of 
attention. She has recently acquired 
a huge turquoise ring, which, with a 
cloute of red bandana, set off her 
charms stunningly. Mrs. Naturel is 
nothing if not modish. 


The overdressing at Nude Port is 
more scandalous even than last season. 
Many of the women are wearing stock- 
ings in the surf, and there are seem- 
ingly no limits to male excesses. 
Young Zoolak filled up on orangeine 
one day this week and created a sen- 
sation by appearing at the Casino in 
a complete, suit of clothes. 


Mr. and Mrs. Fango have closed 
their shack at Mudverge, and will 
make a lengthy tour among the Is- 
lands in a 40 H.P. catamaran. Mrs. 
Fango, it will be recalled by readers 
of the Society Islands’ Blue Book, was 
the daughter of Chief Nottahook of 
Eimeo. 





The busy throng paused at the sight 
of the mere slip of a girl there upon 
the street. Strong men stood rooted 
to the spot. 

“Who left that banana peel on the 
sidewalk? ” she cried. 


The mere slip of a girl. 
all. 


That was 
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In Our Millinery Salon 


will be found a large and fascinating 
assemblage of Hats showing the sea- 
son's newest and most authentic styles 
in Millinery. They are presented in a 
varied and interesting showing of smart 
models, interpreting the prevailing 
mode correctly and in a manner that 
places them apart from the common- 
place. 


The efforts of our staff of Millinery artists 
here, combined with our Paris organization, 
will be submitted for your approval. Models 
from Reboux, Georgette, Lewis, Marie Guy, 
Madeline, Odette, Marie Edmee, Jean Cas- 
tell, Varon and others. The new Millinery, 
reflecting as it does various periods of French 
history, makes a combination of art, pictur- 
esqueness and richness, 


Our own artists, inspired by the foreign 
models, have created many new and novel 
ideas not to be found in other displays. 


Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 
be promptly and carefully filled. 


_ABRATAM 


BROOKLYN 
NEW YORK 
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The Quality Magazine for Adults 


For over forty years it has been 
on the reading tables of the best 
people in America. Every month 

64 pages of fiction, articles, 
poetry and pictures of distinction. 


and 


ST. NICHOLAS 


This offer will be withdrawn November 10, 1915 





The Most Perfectly Balanced Magazine Clubbing 
Offer Ever Made 


CENTURY 4 ST. NICHOLAS 


The Quality Magazine for Children 


The best-loved magazine in the 
world. Ina year it has six or 
seven book-size stories, dozens 
of short stories, pictures galore, 
and all kinds of departments. 


The Offer is Good for a Limited Time Only—Act Now 
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$5.00 


Regular price, $7.00 
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Gentlemen : 
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Puck 10-15 





The Century to-.------------------- Ser are 


(This clubbing offer is accepted on condition that the St. NICHOLAS subscription is a new one.) 


THE CENTURY CO., 353 Fourth Ave., New York City 


Please find enclosed $5.00, for which send 
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The Rhubarb Cure for Cupid 


A True Story of the Times in Which 
We Live 


O come ye swains whose once-gay 
hearts 

Have been made sad by Cupid’s darts 

Withdrawn in that long-waited hour, 

When joy should reign in courtship’s 
bow’r,— 

Come, listen while I truly tell 

Of what will make you blithe and well. 


As swims the gold sun in the sky, 

Swam Washburn’s amorous hopes thus 
high; 

As keep the stars their course above, 

Thus constant was he to his love. 

Time, thoughts and dollars all he spent 

Affection’s urge to fitly vent, 

While she, his goddess, fed the flame 

Until the crowning moment came— 

Then, when he fell upon his knee 

And tremblingly outpoured his plea, 

“Go chase your hat, you gump!”’ she 
said, 

“ Do you think I a man would wed 

Who spends his money like a clam?— 

Why, bub, I wouldn’t give a—ham 

For such a padlocked pocket-piece, 

Forthwith your cheap attentions 
cease!” 


He reeled, he coughed, then took his 
flight 

Into the dark and hopeless night. 

He sought the railroad track, alas, 

No other train till morn would pass. 

The creek was dry, so he must stay 

Upon this earth another day! 


Then, like an angel bright of sheen 
There came upon this doleful scene 
The sister of this heart so cold 
To whom its woes were briefly told. 
“Cheer up,” said she, “I know a way 
To rout this giant of dismay, 
Of rhubarb take a gen’rous drink, 
Then off to bed in silence slink.” 
Now, many a man has been well shook 
By less of this than then was took, 
And full of rhubarb and despair 
Young Washburn climbed the attic 
stair! 


Yet, when the dawn next morning broke 

And rhubarbed Washburn first awoke— 

He had no time to nurse his woes, 

And ere the day came to a close, 

Even the memory of his queen 

Had disappeared from off the scene! 

’Tis plain to see we little know 

. How many blessings constant flow 

Around, above and even through us 

Or what these powdered roots will 
do us, 

For here in common form we find 

A cure to benefit mankind, 

Which surely places Washburn’s sister 

Alongside Pasteur, Koch and Lister! 


—Leigh Mitchell Hodges. 
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This is base- 
ball week. 
One of the ex- 


pected events 
of the world’s 


series is the 
Grantland Rice 
story that accom- 
panies it. This 
year you'll find 
his inside stuff 
for fans and fan- 
ettes, and also 
another baseball 
story, by Captain 


Frank E. Evans,. 


in the October 
9th issue of 


Colliers 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West 13th Street, New York City 
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ae Que 


Literary News | 7 

It is probably not generally known 

that Mr. Anthony Snooks, the novelist, | HI 9 
often goes to sleep when he cannot keep OWV S 
awake. Mr. Snooks is said to have in- 
herited this trait from his Scotch-Irish 























ancestors. VY 

Miss Marie Briggs, author of ‘ Too our 
Tough to be Told,” rode downtown in 

a street-car recently. Observing that | ° » 
she attracted some attention, Miss etite 
Briggs was not in the least annoyed. °o 
graciously remarking, “ Wouldn't it jar 
you?” 














The stomach is a great leveler of wealth. On 


— ee ee millionaire or on bootblack, its demands are 


“The Man with the Dough,” has a the same. 

keen sense of humor. At a lawn party Your stomach will not digest food unless your ap- 
given in his honor not long ago he tied petite be good. For it is the appetite that arouses 
a tin can to a dog’s tail. the gastric juices, without which digestion fails. 


Schlitz in Brown Bottles is the appetizer for any 
sensible man, be he rich or poor, for it causes 
no reaction and leaves no bad effect. 


Miss Hope Halloran is just complet- 
ing a new problem story. She an- 
nounces that it will deal with the West 
End of London or New England in 
Puritan times. Miss Halloran has re- Ali 
tired to a quaint old village in the south Cc ItZ 
of Devonshire, where she sits ten hours 
cach day for her portrait, to be used as 


gery In Brown Bottles 














A Newspaper Dictionary 


° 
Flying Visit—Something that is Is Pure Tonic 

















paid, 
High Noon.—The time of the wed- It is all healthfulness—made pure—kept pure 
ding. (See banked with smilaz.) —brewed in the dark — bottled in Brown glass. 
Ill-Fated Vessel.—A boat that meets Science declares beer in light bottles to be “‘un- 
with an accident. (See wireless hero.) drinkable’’ when reached by the light —and who 
Incendiary Origin.—What the fire can prevent this? Schlitz in Brown Bottles costs 
was of. (See oil-soaked waste.) no more than beer in light bottles. 
Knife-—What the patient went 107 
under. (See successful operation.) @ See that crown is 


branded “ Schlitz’’ 


Order a case today i 


The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous 











“Are there any theatrical people in 
this town?” asked the advance agent 
of the local manager. 





“Are there!” snickered the latter. 
“ You'll find two Topsys waiting on the 
table at the Tanner Hotel, and Uncle 
Tom cleaning out a well, and Simon Among Those Present 
Legree painting roofs. Marks, the law- 


yer, is skinning tomatoes in the canning in McBRIDE’S MAGAZINE 


factory. The donkey is drawing a annie 
water cart and the bloodhounds are out for OCT OBER 


after jack rabbits. A fire-eater is going | 











to pose as an awful example at the | are HOLWORTHY HALL JAMES BRANCH CABELL 
Prohibition lecture to-night, and the | JEROME K. JEROME BONNIE GINGER 
champion snare-drummer is trying to | WALTER PRICHARD EATON DONN BYRNE 


beat his board bill over at the hotel. 
Besides these, the advance agent of the | 
Dizzy Blondines is down at the jail 


and many others All News stands 














numbering off the cells for his com- Send 10 cents in Stamps for a Copy of 
pany like they were rooms at the hotel. Prints from Puck 

Theatrical people? Why, I reckon A Catalogue of Puckx’s Notable Pictures 
you'll feel right at home here.” | Puck Publishing Corporation, 301 Lafayette Street, New York | 
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Sagrgyros 


Have you tried your first 


MURAD ? 


We urge you to buy a box 
today—knowing full well what 
the verdict will be. 


The S. Anargyros, Inc., reputation is 
envied by every cigarette manufacturer. 


We stake this reputation that 
MURADS, The Turkish Cigarette - 


—-are made of more costly tobaccos 
—are more costly to manufacture 
-are better by every test 


than most 25 cent cigarettes. 


That is the basis on which we ask 
you to try MURADS. 


THE LARGEST SELLING 
15 CENT TURKISH CIGARETTE 


IN THE WORLD. 


jours TS ¢ I the Lhghest Gn ide Turkis hy 
nd Fi guypti mn Cigarelles inthe World 


FIFTEEN 
CENTS 





